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Fortunately the situation never arose, as Gyp survived his mas-
ter, though by less than a month.*

Airs. Sutton spent much of her time at Hickleton, especially
after the death of her husband. 'Mary is quite a "commander," *
Halifax reported to his son12; his particular complaint being
that she had insisted on sending him to bed at ten-thirty sharp,
at the most bloodcurdling moment in the 'thriller* she was
reading to him.

He also had with him Fr. Painter his chaplain, *a delightful
companion, with whom it is delightful to talk and even, if it
should so happen, to quarrel/13 It did so happen, fairly fre-
quently, for Halifax enjoyed a good battle and never allowed
its issue to impair his affectionate relations with his chaplain.
He sometimes had qualms about keeping Fr. Painter from other
and more important work, but could not bring himself to part
with him. 'I want him to stay here till I die,' he said. 'Then I
know I shall be buried properly.*

During these last years, and despite repeated operations to his
eyes, reading was difficult; yet somehow he read or contrived to
have read to him, most of the important biographies, memoirs,
and religious works that appeared, while a good ghost story or
'thriller* never failed to excite him. It was always uncertain
whether he would press upon a departing guest a copy of Dom
Anscar Vonier's A Key to the Doctrine of the Eucharist or the
very latest tale of blood and thunder.

Behind the trivial round he had a devotional life into 'which
he retired more and more. At half-past seven every morning
he went to Mass, on weekdays usually in the little chapel attached
to the house, taking with him The Garden of the Soul or some
other book of devotions.

I do not ffiinlr [writes the Rev. W. R. Corbould] that when

*He was buried just outside the churchyard, dose to the little door
through which he used to accompany his master for Mass.